274          ON " THE RING AND THE BOOK,"

of it points to the thousand hazards which even
this fragment of justice had to run in saving it-
self, and bringing about such partially righteous
consummation as destiny permits. True opinion
fares yet more perilously. " Half-Rome, the Oilier
Half-Rome, the Te-rtmm Quid, which is perhaps most
masterly and finished of the three, show us how
ill truth sifts itself, to how many it never comes
at all, how blurred, confused, next door to false,
it is figured even to those who seize it by the
hem of the garment. We may, perhaps, yawn
over the intermingled Latin and law of Arcangeli,
in spite of the humour of parts of it, as well as
over the vapid flovveriness of his rival; but for
all that, we are touched keenly by the irony of
the methods by which the two professional truth-
sifters darken counsel with words, and make skil-
ful sport of life and fact. The whole poem is a
parable of the feeble and half-hopeless struggle
which truth has to make against the ways of the
world. That in this particular case truth and
justice did win some pale sort of victory does
not weaken the force of the lesson. The victory
was such and so won as to stir in us awful
thoughts of fatal risks and certain defeats, of